WILLIAM VAUGHN MOODY
or four other benighted travellers. Travellers is euphemistic: with the doubtful exception of myself they were tramps — miners out of a job hoboing it to a new mining camp. And downright good fellows they were, too, barring the absence of certain niceties of person — which, indeed, our somewhat casual quarters were not calculated to encourage. If by good luck this finds you at Chocorua, greet for me the Grand Old Man and his pals the mountains. Cull for me a morning phrase, big as Whiteface and dewy as those morning glories on the projected and now I trust realized pergola. I grow disproportioned. But cull it for me natheless (as the Bard would say) and send it to me along with an account of yourst%lf in all the moods and tenses.
Always yours,
W. V. M.
To Mary L. Mason
i WILLOW ST. [Boston.] Dec. 27 [1901].
MY          MRS* MASON:
It Immensely kind of you to remember me on Christmas day. I have been munching the ginger as I work, and eagerly watching for some
141 Chicago) until I get that wretched text-book done (this time it has got to be done!). . . . This scrawl is all I am up to just now, after a hard day's ride and last night spent sleeplessly in a deserted mountain hut with three
